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You 

NEED 
LIFTS 
HERE 


A STRIKE of lift operators 
in the 65-storey Rocke- 
feller Centre recently para- 
lysed life in the great New 
York skyscraper. The stop- 
page of the 199 lifts “grounded” 
many thousands who daily 
travel hundreds of feet up to 
their work. : 

If buses and trains stop, you 
can walk or cycle. But when 
the lifts stop in a skyscraper— 
well, few have the energy of 
one director who climbed 660 
steps to his office on the 44th 
floor in 15 minutes! 

There have been lift strikes 
in New York before. One in 
19386 saw hundreds. “marooned” 
anything from 500 to 1,000 
steps from their homes and 
Offices. 

Gitly when a strike occurs 
does the rest of the world 
realise how much New York 
depends upon vertical trans- 
port in its elevators. 
Perhaps the most. striking 

figure was given in 1937, when 
a lift attendant in a big hotel 
completed 35 years’ service. He 
had travelled 400,000 miles up 
and down. A few more trips 
and he would have completed 
the equivalent of a journey to 
the moon and back! 

There are 5,000 buildings in 
New York with more than 20 
storeys, and 300 with more than 
30 storeys. Life in them would 
be impossible without lifts. 

Lifts grew up with the sky- 
scraper. There were none be- 
fore 1850, when Waterman 
made the first crude hoist 
working on a rope between two 
floors. Elisha Otis, in 1854, de- 
vised the first safety device to 
prevent the lift from falling if 
the rope broke. 

Since. then all the inventions 
have been directed towards. 
greater speed, greater safety, 
and more automatic operation. 
SKY’S THE LIMIT. 

The first passenger lift, in 
1857, travelling three storeys, 
created a sensation. 
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Not until the 
90s, when steel-framed_ build- 
ings began to go up, did the 
lift really develop. Then im- 
provements came rapidly. 
The invention of gearless 
electric traction in 1904 made 
speed and height virtually 
unlimited arid gave the “all 
clear” for skyscrapers of any 
height. 

Elevators to-day are largely 
automatic. Starting and stop- 
ping, accelerating and slowing. 
opening and closing of doors, 
signalling in entrances and in 
the car, is done by a mechani- 


ful disasters. 


cal “brain,” the selector. 
Whatever the load, the 
selector levels off the lift 
exactly, and “Mind the step” 
is heard only in _ old-type 
buildings. 

Most lifts are fitted with 
“electric eyes” across. the 


doorway, so that it is impos- 
sible for the door to close while 
a passenger is getting in. 

Statistics over years show 
that only one person _ in 
243,000,000 passengers is killed 
in a lift accident. 

New York City has 
miles of “vertical highway.” 
The elevators in the Empire 
State Building alone total ten 
miles. It is estimated that 
4,000,000 people a day make 
use of the lifts, which require 
the services of 75,000 operators. 

The maximum speed of the 
fastest lifts is 2,000 feet a min- 
ute—a good rate of climb for 
an aircraft. But this is never 
used; 1,000 feet a minute is 
fast enough for passengers, and 
goods lifts are set at about 100 
feet a minute. 

The lifts at Radio City cost 
about £750,000 to instal. The 
electric cable used was 25,000 
miles, and the 155 cars carry 
200.000 passengers a day, 
covering nearly 2,000 miles 
up and down! 

CURTISS HAMILTON. 


A oe Vewcombe 


IShert odd—But feel 


Nero was an expert player of 
the bagpipes, and maybe it was 
from the bagpipes he coaxed a 
tune while Rome burnt. He 
didn’t play the fiddle, for the 
fiddie hadn’t been invented. 


* 


Colour-blind people are not 
blind to all colour, but they 
cannot readily distinguish be- 
tween certain colours, particu- 
larly red and green. 


* * 


* * ? 


It is not generally known 
among civilians that U-boat is 


derived from the German 
Unterseeboot—that is, under- 
sea-boat. 


All nations were allowed to 
use the Panama Ganal on the 
signing of the Hay-Pauncefote 
Treaty, named after John Hay, 
the American statesman, and 
Lord Pauncefote, British Am- 
bassador at Washington. 


Richard Halliburton was per- 
mitted to swim through the 
canal if he paid tonnage due 
which, on his weight, amounted 
to 9d. For purposes of the 
swim he called himself the 
“SS. Halliburton.” 


The perfect cure for indiges- 
tion has been found by a star- 
fish. This sea cucumber, as he 
is named, vomits up his stom- 
ach and grows a fresh one. 


The mortar used to build the 
great Charles Bridge at Prague 
in the 14th century was mixed 
with millions of fresh eggs. 


1,700] T° 


HAVING mechanised the mili- 

tary, robot fever began to 
work overtime on civilians. For 
years we have put some ten 
million pennies into phone 
meters daily, bought machine- 
supplied sweets, matches, 
cigarettes. A good deal of 
some people’s entertainment is 
derived from placing pennies in 
slots. So the machine-mongers 
are finding it relatively easy 
to extend the money-in-the-slot 
habit to scores of other customs 
and commodities. 

You can get a mechanical 
shoe-shine, till lately buy 
towels, handkerchiefs, electric 
lamps, chemist’s supplies, from 
automatic salesmen. You can 
even eat a meal from a machine 
if you want to. But consider 
what’s coming—and , soon. 


There are signs that sedate 
city councils are smitten with 
the robot rage. Several, with 
eyes wide open to the future, 
are toying with the idea of 


parking-meters for motor-cars, 
to prevent at least one of the 
traffic mess-ups of the past. If 
they come, you will have to put 
6d. in the slot for a half-hour’s 
wait, and if you want more, re- 
turn for another sixpenn’orth, 
or risk a summons for obstruc- 
tion. 


The idea hails from the 
U.S.A. Machinery orders half 
the lives of Americans. Motor- 
ists seem specially happy about 
it; it saves so much jumping 
in and out of one’s car. In one 
State motorists buy a large 
range of merchandise from 
machines sited so conveniently 
at the kerbside that business 
can be transacted through the 
car’s open window. If you pre- 
fer the shops you have only to 
sign to an alert salesman, who 
will trot in and out with your 
orders, eager enough to com- 
pete with his dumb but formid- 
able kerbside competitors. 


Motorists’ letter-boxes are 


WORLD 


on the way, too. Just drive 
up, slide down the window, 
drop in your letters. By 
pressing a button and push- 
ing a telegram through a slot 
you will be able to send a 
cable to anywhere in the 
world. Western Union already 
have one in operation. The 
accepted form rolls_ itself 
round a cylinder, which re- 
volves before a photo cell. 
The message is then flashed 
to the nearest telegraph office, 
and the rest is normal 
routine. 


We may, in fact, expect some 
surprising developments in the 
use of the photo-electric cell. 
Already this marvel of ingen- 
uity is at work opening and 
closing doors, frustrating bur- 
glaries, operating traffic lights. 
Experimenis have been made 
with a p.e. lamp which, installed 
at the entrance door of a 
cinema, not only opens the door 
at the approach of a patron, but 
counts people as they enter. 
The ray from a second lamp 
records the numbers leaving. 
The idea is that the two totals, 
automatically signalled to the 
booking office, would obviate 
the need for attendants to dash 
to and fro reporting vacated 
seats. 


A novel slot-robot which in 
good time is to appear in 
cafes, hotels and tea shops 
offers a happy answer to 
gramophone makers who may 
be nervous of what radio may 
some day do to them. Your 
meal is incomplete without 
music, so you ask the waiter 
to bring you the portable 
“radio station’’ with the 
menu card. You then drop 


P.O. TEL. TOM CLARKE— 
VALERIE’S GOT 


HERE used only to be one 
member of the Clarke 
ffamily who could twitch his 
nose at will. Now, however, 
there are two; Miss Valerie 
Clarke can do it now, too! 

ts that news for you, Petty 


Officer Telegraphist Tom 
Clarke? No need for us to 
tell you your daughter is 


growing into a very cute 
miss; just look at those big, 


round eyes. They are the 

same colour as those of your 

wife. 

Still being personal, we also 
have to tell you that you have 
your wife’s permission to grow 
a beard. In fact, she thinks it 
is quite a good idea—as long 
as you shave it off before you 
come home! 

Family gatherings at St. 
Aubyn’s Crescent are everyday 
occurrences now. She finds it 
comforting to have your par- 
ents come round for tea and a 
shat, and most of her evenings 
are spent at her mother’s home. 


All the folks at home are 
well, Tom, and all looking 
forward to seeing you again. 
in particular, your wife is 
looking forward to the good 
time you always have to- 
gether at the Fishersgate Inn 


and the Brighton Hippo- 
drome. 
We hope you have some 


nore of those good times soon. 
Though our guess is that your 
,oys will be varied next leave 
2y pram-pushing sessions. 
Greetings to you come from 
friends and neighbours in 
Sussex, and much love from 
home. 


HER EYES 
ON YOU 


a coin down the chute. _ As 
the coin falls it sets in motion 
the broadcasting apparatus, 
which, working on two small 
batteries, transmits a short- 
wave impulse to the gramo- 
phone. Picked up by a light 
aerial, the wave is conducted 
to a tiny receiving set inside 
the cabinet, which promptly 
dispenses the melody of your 
choice. 

New the slot machine cer- 
tainly is, but the very newest 
are more than ever uncanny in 
their precision. They have to 
be. In the penny machine the 
coin travéls down a _ channel 
the exact width and thickness 
of an unworn penny. Bent or 
battered coins are at once re- 
jected, or the robot would be 
put out of action. The Under- 
ground Railway’s change-giving 
automatons subject every coin 
to nine separate tests before it 
is finally accepted. Yet some- 
thing like 100,000,000 tickets are 
issued by machines in one year. 

Despite their uncanny effi- 
ciency, even the most modern 
of slot machines are still ex- 
ploited by thieving specialists 
with coins counterfeited by 
metal discs of correct size and 
weight. Machine owners are 
continually robbed of large 
sums, and improvements are 
constantly being added to make 
thieving more difficult. 

You’ve probably had the 
experience of inserting a six- 
pence or shilling in a cigar- 
ette machine and having it 
rejected. Sometimes the 
machine, having rejected your 
money, also declines to return 
it. No amount of frenzied 
thumping has the _ slightest 
effect. You depart, swearing 
vengeance on the author of 

such faithless contraptions. A 

second person has the same 

experience; perhaps a third. 

Then, when the coast is clear, 

a furtive figure appears from 

a dark doorway, removes a 

small plug of paper from the 

returned-coin shaft, and de~ 
parts with the spoils. 

Dozens of firms make slot 


machines, but pioneer of the 
business 


was Percy Harper, 
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Martin 
Thornhill 
reviews our 
“press button 
future ” 


head of the firm that makes 
over half the silent cigarette 
salesmen in Great Britain. 
Percy Harper has claimed that 
his robots, at any rate, are vir- 
tually thief-proof. Not so long 
ago Harper was sweeping floors 
in a multiple store. Without 
capital, he developed his brain- 
wave of an almost fool-proof, 
cheat-proof automatic machine. 
In a few years output from his 
factories exceeded 300,000 
robots, his income from which 
was estimated at some £100,000 
a year. 


Something new is _ always 
coming out of Hollywood. 
James Roosevelt, eldest son of 
the President, who is a vice- 
president of Samuel Goldwyn, 
Inc., spoke of producing penny- 
in-the-slot films for automatic 
projection in bars and public 
places. 


Perhaps it is in the sphere 
of surgery that “robotism” 
will eventually prove most 
useful of all. Already there 
is a medical] camera, operated 
by a tiny flash bulb of 20000 
candle-power, which will take 
sixteen simultaneous expos- 
ures of the inside of a patient’s 
stomach. Joined together, 
these form a composite pic- 
ture of the whole interior. 
The entire unit is scarcely 
larger than a pea. 


What next, indeed? -In the 
interests of labour-saving, a 
form of mechanisation is invad- 
ing the happy home. Have you 
seen the latest kitchen—factory 
of the home—that is framed 
with fittings like a motor-car 
chassis ? There are fitted robots 
to open tins, shell peas, peel 
potatoes. Compressed - air 
machines blow grit and dust 
from cabbage and spinach. A 
pulveriser reduces solid refuse 
to a state in which it can run 
down the drain like water. 


In fact, the whole idea in 
the new-world kitchen is to 
build it literally round the 
cook, who will simply sit on 
a _ revolving chair in the 
middie, within easy reach of 
all her or his gadgets. Then, 
when the labour-free day is 
o'er, all that. will remain 
to be done is to hose down 
the rubber - covered floor, 
swirling peelings and refuse 
into a sink at flocr-level, 
whence it will disappear into 
a large sieve-can outside. 


In the kitchens of big camps 
and institutions there are 
machines that do nearly every- 
thing—steam-cook, mix, peel 
potatoes, wash dishes, cut and 
butter slices of bread at close 
on 100 a minute. It is not a 
long step to thermal radio con- 
trol of these kitchen robots, 
with resulting increased speed, 
labour-saving and efficiency. 

And what can be done in 
big kitchens is possible, in 
time, in the small ones. And 
if in the kitchen, why not 
throughout the home — heat- 


ing, washing, drying, sew- 
ing... ? 

It will all come—in the 
future. 
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GOOD MORNING 


A cry of sheer 
Terror 


ALTHOUGH it was getting on 
for -midnight, Merrow was 
in no mood for bed. He felt 


restless. 

“Tll. lock up, Stephen,” he 
“TI want a breath of air 
before I turn in.” 

“Very well, Mr. 


Merrow,” 
Stephen responded. 


“There’s 


only the front door to see to.”: 


' Merrow went to the porch 
with the idea of sitting there 
for a quarter of an hour. But 


towards the place from which 

that wail had come. 

The path wound towards the 
woods. A couple of hundred 
yards on he saw a building 
ahead, a tiny cottage with 
smoke rising lazily from its 
chimney. But there was no 
light in the windows, no other 
sign of life The gate to a 
ragged garden was open, and 
he ran through calling “ Hallo 
‘there! What's the matter?” 


the night took hold of him. It 
was still, warm and soft as 
velvet, with just a touch of 
mist in the air that turned 
the full moon to a ball of 
gold. Hatless, he strolled 

‘slowly along Priory Lane, en- 

la by the beauty of the 

night. 

Then, of a sudden, a shrill 
ery came from the woods—a 
human cry of unmistakable 
terror. 

Merrow’s skin felt cold and 
tingling. He tried to per- 
Suade himself that it was but 
the call of some marauding 
animal. 3ut it came again, a 
wail that died in a choking 
gasp, and before he realised 
it he was running along a 
Marrow path between grow- 
ing wheat that seemed to lead 


WANGLING 
WORDS _.: 


1. Place the same two letters, 
in the same order, both before 
and after TTER-FI, to make a 
word. 

2. Rearrange the letters of 
NATAL SCONE CO., to make 
an East Coast resort. 

8. Altering one letter at a 
time, and making a new word 
with each alteration, change: 

into LIST, FREE into 
FOOD, COME into BACK, 
QUILT into SHEET. 

4. How many four-letter and 
five-letter words can you make 
from CARBUNCLE ? 


Answers to Wangling 
Words—No. 177 


1. PEace-piPE. 

2. HENLEY-~ON-THAMES. 

3. WINE, WIND, FIND, 
FEND, FEED, FEET, BEET, 
BEER 


FOUL, FOUR, LOUR, LOUT, 
LOOT, SOOT, SLOT, SLAT: 


yy, ‘ 
PICK, PACK, PACE, PATE, 
PATS, OATS, ORTS, ARTS, 
ACTS, ACES, AXES. 
‘NECK, RECK, RICK, RICE, 
RIPE, PIPE, PIPS, TIPS, TIES. 
4. Mate, Team, Meat, Stir, 
Muse, Hear, Heat, Tame, Mite, 
Time, Emit, Hers, Item, Mist, 
hh, Sham, Sure, Ruse, Mute, 


“Must, Mare, Ream, Hare, Hate, 


Hire, This, Thus, etc. 


Rheum, Stair, Shire, Hairs, 
Share, Mater, Hater, Rathe, 
Mirth, Smith, Their, Stare, 
Rates, Steam, Meats, Mates, 


Tames, Smite, Times, Shame, 
Shear, etc. 


JANE 


OH HELP ME, \ 
HANK!— HERE'S 


Then at the door a man 
rushed roughly by him, push- 
ing him aside. Before he could 
recover his balance he saw the 
fellow dash through the gate 
and turn for the woods. The 
noisy cackling of pheasants 
‘broke out, and Merrow was 
| see to start in pursuit when 
another noise came to his ears. 

Within the cottage someone 
was groaning. 

Merrow pushed in. His first! 
impression was of an_ inert 
body prone on the floor, faintly 
lighted by the glow of a wood 


He spoke instinctively. 
| “What's the matter ? 
you hurt?” 

The body moved. Then a 
voice which he recognised as 
Jim Bailey’s answered, “What 
do you want?” and the man 
painfully began to pick him-. 
self up. F 
Merrow ignored the question. 
“Who was that man who ran} 

out of here just now?” he de- 
manded. 

“Man ?” the fellow answered 
dully. “ There weren’t no man.” 

“Don’t be a fool, Bailey; I 
saw him.” Merrow spoke 
sharply. 

Bailey started some answer, 
but broke off with a groan 
and swayed. Merrow caught 
him by his arm and helped 
him to a chair. 2 
“Sit down there, man, while 

I get a light” he said. 

In the firelight he saw a lamp 
on the table. Clearly it had but 
recently boen extinguished, for 
it was still warm. He lit it. 
And then he saw that, drunk 
or sober, Bailey had come by a 
nasty looking injury. Blood 
was cozing from a gash over 
his temple. His lank hair was} 
wet with it already, and it was 
seeping down his face. 

Bailey huddled in dazed 
fashion in his chair. Merrow 
was worried. This meant that 
he would have to get a doc- 
tor. But first he managed to 
wash Bailey’s wound and fix 
up a makeshift bandage. 


Are 


TIALY|L[O]R| 
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‘ Solution to Film Star Puzzle 
in No. 222. 


The man never spoke while 
Merrow was tending him; 
never offered a word of thanks 
nor of explanation, but when 


lhe had finished he blurted out, 


“T hit me head against a tree.” 


“Hit your head against a 
tree be damned!” Merrow 
said impatiently. “ You were 
fighting and someone hit you. 
Who was it—that fellow Syd 
Burridge ?” 

“T ain’t seen Syd Burridge. 
I hit me head against a tree,” 
Bailey repeated stubbornly. 


The Lady in 


Number Four 


By Richard Keverne 
PART VI 


Bailey’s persistence puzzled 
Merrow. He seemed sober. He 
wondered if he had lost his 
memory as the result of his 


no, Bailey,” he said. 
“As I came in at the gate a 
man ran out and nearly 
knocked me down. It was he 
who must have hit you. Who 


Thcre weren’t no 
man here except you. If any 
man hit me it was you,” 
Bailey answered. ‘“ Who are 
you anyhow, and what are 
you doing here? 1 hit me 
head against a tree, | tell 
you.” 

Merrow swore irritably. The 
fellow was maddening. 

“Tree or no tree, you’ve had 
a serious blow, and I’m going to 
get a doctor to you,” he said 
after a moment. 

“T don’t want no doctor. I 
ean look after myself. Wihat’s 
it got to do with you?” 

Merrow shrugged his shoul- 
ders. He was beginning to 
wonder if he were not wasting 
his sympathy. 

Bailey half opened his eyes 
and regarded Merrow de- 
fiantly for a few moments. 
Then of a sudden the fellow’s 
manner changed. 

“TI know you,” he said slowly. 
“You’re the new guv’nor up at 
the ‘Black Boy.’” 

“Yes, I'm the new owner. 
Now, come on, Bailey; we'll 
soon have you fixed up again.” 

“I hit me head against a 
tree.” 

“Yes, yes,-so you told me; 
and Im going to get Doctor 
Fenn to have a look at you.” 

Bailey hesitated for a couple 
of seconds, then submitted. 

“All right; thank you, sir,’ 
he said, and allowed himself to 


CAN | TROUBLE 
YOU FOR YouR / 


be helped up into his frowsy 
bedroom. 

“Now, you stay quietly there 
till I come back,” Merrow said, 

He reached the road, and 
barely a hundred yards on 
his way he saw a bicycle’s 
light approaching. A few 
moments later he recognised 
the voice of Hawes, the focal 
constable. 

Merrow said, “By gad, 
Hawes, I’m glad you’ve come 
along. Look here——” And 
he told him of what had hap- 
pened. 

The constable was interested, 
though he laughed. “Oh, little 
Jimmie Bailey, is it? He’s a 
regular nuisance and no mis- 
teke. But you reckon he’s 
really seriously hurt?” 

“I’m afraid so But you’re 
a First Aid man, I suppose; 
you’d better have a look at 
him.” ; 

“Till have a look-at him, sir. 
You think he was fighting, do 
you?” é 

“I assumed it, because of 
the fellow who ran away. 
Bailey and a man called Bur- 
ridge were quarrelling in the 
Tay at the ‘Black Boy’ this 
evening. 1 thought possibly 
they were continuing their 
scrap up here. But Bailey 
denies it and insists that he 
hit his head against a tree.” 
Hawes laughed again. 
“Whatever Jimmie says, you 

can bet it’s a lie,” he said. 
“But you. can wash out Syd 
Burridge ; he’s been in trouble, 
too.” 

“Oh?” : ; 

“Came off his bike oppo- 
site the church just after 
half-past ten trying to get out 
of the way of a car. He’s 
sprained his ankle pretty 
badly. Syd won't do any 
running for a week or two. 
But let’s have a look at Jim- 
mie, sir.” 

They had walked back to the 
gate. Hawes left his bicycle 
just inside and they went along 
the path together. 

“JT don’t know whether you 
know it, sir,” the constable 
went on, “but Jim Bailey’s a 
funny little chap. I wouldn’t 
like to put a name to who it 
was ran out, but I wouldn’t be 
surprised if it wasn’t some chap 
who’d set some snares and 


Jimmie got there first.” 

“You mean Bailey robbed 
some other man’s srares and 
got caught, and that was what 
the row was about?” 

‘Something like that.’ 

Once more Merrow went 
throush the rickety gate. Then 
he stopped. 

“Funny thing; he’s put the 
lamp out,” he said. 

Hawes switched on his torch. 


“You left it burning?” he 
asked. 
“Yes—and by gad, he’s 


locked the door.” 
The constable tried it and 
agreed. 
“That's funny,” he said. 
She He have a look round the 
ack.” 


7 WOULD YOU— 
ER ~ PROVIDE 
A MILITARY 

h, ESCORT AGAIN? 
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For 


1. A tocsin is a poison, plant, 
turban, 


fungus, 
fruit ? 


alarm bell, 


2. Who wrote (a) The Prince 
The 


and the Pauper, (b) 


Prince ? 


today 


9. What was the real name of 
the novelist Ouida? | 

10. What is the capital of the 
Isie of Wight? : 

11. For what do the initials 
F.R.C.O. stand ? 

12. Complete the phrases, (a) 
aa and —, ) Sodom 
and —. 


Answers to Quiz 
in No. 222 


1. Bat. 
2. (a) Conan Doyie, (b) H. G. 


3. Which of the fol:owing is| Wells 


an intruder, and why ?—Athens, 
Manchester, 


Rome, London, 
Berlin, Moscow. 


4. What is Scotland Yard’s 


telephone number ? 


Whence does the Bedling- 


ton terrier get its name ? 


How manv stars are there 


on the flag of New Zealand ? 


7 Which of the following are 
Retree, 


mis-spelt ?—Servient. 
Confiuince, Plaint, Misille: 


8. What rank in the Navy is 


equivalent to a Chief Wren? 


But the door was 
there, too. 
Merrow said, “Hawes, I 


don’t know what the law is, but 
I’m going to get in somehow.” 

“That's all right, sir. What 
about tris window? You take 
my lamp.” 

Merrow got the window 
open and climbed in, calling 
to Bailey as he did so. But 
there was no answer. Nor 
was there any sign of the 
man in either room. The bed 
was in the same disorder in 
which he had first found it, 
but there was no trace of wet 
or blood on the pillow to sug- 
gest that Bailey tad lain on 
it. The fire still burned in 
the living-room. and the lamp 
was almost cold. 

Merrow inspected both doors. 
Each had a sturdy lock, which 
was turned. Bailey, it was 
clear, despite his injury, had 
bolted, and he must have gone 
as soon as Merrow had left 
him. Merrow climbed out. 

The constable was peering in 
the open window, flashing his 


“Sorry, my destination’s a 
secret, but if it’s any help the 
ticket’s about so long!!” 


72 


9 Hindrance. 11 Deprive of force. 


name. 
weary. 


24 Be frosty. 
32 Fees. 


27 Islet. 
34 Rank. 


noun. 


3 Organ of fish. 5 


CLUES DOWN. 
1 Not clear. 2 Wind instrument. 
Fossil resin. 6 Deal. 7 Auction item. 


13 Less sensible. 
17 Rocky hilltop. 19 More unctious. 21 Stop. 23 Boy’s 
29 In motion. 
36 Tennis service. 39 Pro- 


3. Orion is a constellation; 
the others are planets. 

4. 624:b. 

5. Sir Christopher Wren. 

6. The valley of the Aire, 
Yorkshire. 

7 Picaroon, Moratorium. 

8. Senior Sergeant. 

9. Charles Lamb, 

10. Aylesbury. 

11. Knight Grand Commander 
of the Star of India. 

12. (a). Go, (b) Bothered, or 
Strong. 


locked|lamp about the untidy room. 


He interrupted Merrow’s 
gloomy musings. 

“You haven't left your hat 
behind, have you, sir?” he 
queried. 

“No, I wasn’t wearing one. 
Why?” 

“T only thought that looked 
a bit too good for Jimmie,” 
Hawes explained, directing the 
lamp’s beam cn a soft brown 
felt hat beneath the table. 

“T never noticed that,’ Mer- 


row said. ‘“Let’s have a look 
at it.” He climbed in once 
more. 


It was indeed quite a good 
hat, worn, but still shapely. 
Merrow passed it out to the 
constable. 

“Gentleman’s hat,’ he pro- 
nounced it, and turned back the 
leather band. ‘“‘ Now, I wonder 
what that’s doing there.” 

“Why, I imagine it belonged 
to the fellow. who was scrap- 
ping with Bailey,” Merrow said. 


“Perhaps you’re right, sir. 
If so, he’s lost a good hat. 
Would you mind putting it 
back where it came from.” 


There was nothing to wait 
for. The incident had fizzled 
out, leaving Hugh Merrow 
feeling flat and foolish. They 
parted at the road gate. 


“Tll :et you know if I have 
any news of Jimmie,” the con- 
stable said as he mounted his 
bicycle. 

Merrow walked in dejected 
mood back to the inn. He felt 
that Bailey’s strange disappear- 
ance would never be explained. 

Yet as he sat at breakfast 
next morning Eve told him that 
Mr. Hawes would like a word 
with him. Merrow hurried into 
the yard. 

“Hullo, Hawes; got some 
news?” he asked eagerly. 


“Not about Jimmie, sir, 
but | thought I'd let you 
know. ! had a nose-round 


his cottage when | was com- 
ing back about half-past four, » 
and that hat had gone.” 


€To be continued) 
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CLUES ACROSS. 
1 Hound. 
4 Said noisily. 
In the same book. 
Went listlessly. 
Stone pier. 
Flask. 
In high spirits. 
Doubled. 
Beetle. 
Spaces of time. 
Imply. 
Know. 
Desolate. 
Orag. 
Wrath, 
Puts in order. 
Retired. 
Thanks. 
Cutting instrument. 
Moral. 
Stair-posts. 
Before. 


Solution to Prob- 
lem in No, 222, 


8 Coming in. 


31 Get 


No. 223 | | GOOD MORNING | 3 


YOU FIRST SwitcH TTHEN YOU MOVE THE PITCH ARGUE 
AON THE MOTOR AND THROTTLE LEVER UP-AT 


BEELZEBUB JONES 
Vx AND LET IT 200 ROM. THE MACHINE 


<< (Beans to = VERTICALLY’ THIS OUT 
YOURSELVES 


CONVERSATION. 

S one gets older, the conversation of one’s 

fellows becomes less important; much of 
it has been heard, before, much is downright 
silly. Moreover, one’s contemporaries are apt 
to be bores. How they do go on about them- 
selves and their doings! As for ideas, one 
J] = = = mn EAT JEHOSHAPHAT! IS IT ee with ST an exc 
S ‘ NEARER FINDING OUT \ [ YEAH, SOON AS A Eis |= : Ba/ GREA 4g WRIGR Sepeerce has shown 0. be ae 
WHO. ATTACKED YOU-AND WHY, HONEY! “STRONOMER SPOTS A ls ‘ #_\CAN IT BE-?—YES—IT'S THE variably a bad bargain. Knowing these things, 


, ‘ ri the old commune less and less with their 
BUT PERHAPS THE POLICE WILL TRACE BLUE MOON!-~I THINK I'l \g > Ba i Ou SNAKE CHARMER fellows, and turn for their conversation to God 
S THE WEARER OF m\ HER, F OF KARACHI : . 


to Nature, or to books. 
THAT TURBAN! DADDY-MAYBE I'LL SEE oh : “f =. is. Professor C. E. M. Joad. 
SOMEONE IN ONE j Nw 


THERE SHE /S! 
MY NEW FAMILY 


AS THE AUTOMOSILE OUSTED 
THE HOBSE SO MY NEW 
HELICOPTER WILL OUST 


aca rae 


WAR GRIMINALS. 
wrt will be the verdict of history on the 
trials of war criminals? Exactly the 
same as the verdict of history on the trials of 
Charles I and Louis XVI. That is to say, the 
historians of the Right will squeal and try to 
dress up Hitler, Goering and the rest in mar- 
tyrs’ robes (though it will be a hard job) ; and 
the historians of the Left will congratulate us 
on having proved that dictators, like kings, are 
amenable to the vengeance of the victorious 


people. j 
Archibald Robertson. 
SESSEeeeeeeeeees 

EVERY LIBERTY EXCEPT— J 
(THe first task that will lie before, the United 3 

Nations after the war will be to build a 
structure of world security. Within this struc- 
ture all nations must find a place; and its law 
will be that each can enjoy every liberty except 
one—the liberty to destroy it. 

Sir George Schuster, M.P. 

PUBLIC SCHOOLS. 
THE vitalising principle of the boarding Public 

School seems to me to be its vigorous and 
integrated group life. The Public School is 
a closed community wher2 each knows each— 
by sight, anyhow—in whicn privilege is closely 
correlated with esponsibility, and status 
functionally understandapole. Its secret lies in 
the solidarity of 1ts members, in the good- 
natured compétition, in which the rewards 
unfailingly go to the most deserving, in the 
high regard for a common scale of values, 
ee is unquestioned, and indeed, unquestion- 
able. 


SS 
: ON 


Unwin Fleming. 
SGReeeeeaneeeeee 

NEW KIND OF BUDGET. 
]F we want to maintain employment in peace 

we must decide as a nation that we will 
PLAN, IN WHICH CASE g adopt a policy of full employment, making it 
/SYALL RETIRE TOA a responsibility of the State to ensure an 
PREPARED POSITION { adequate outlay to absorb all our resources. 
AND NEVER MEDDLE ‘ This means ultimately a new kind of National 
IN OTHER PEOPLES Ne Budget. The Chancellor will present his 
(AI s Budget, not in terms of what taxation he can 
impose, but to what needs to be spent by the 
citizens and State together to employ the whole 
human resources of the country. : 

Sir William Beveridge. 
SUeeeeseneneseee 

GERMAN YOUTH. 

E must face the fact that, owing to the 

subtle and thorough efforts used in the 

Nazi educational system, comparatively few 
Germans under twenty-five year: of age admire 
or want democracy as we understand it, or 
believe in parliaments, peace, international 


\V/ ; THAT YOU, GRETA - ARE You 
GOING, GLADYS — AND MRS CLARKSON READY | 
CLARKSON WiLL BE Z FOR YOUR WALKING ON 
HERE IN HALF-AN-HOUR eet 


THY MAGI HIN TO THE RIGHT IS THE : a THEN THAT IS THE y : collaboration, or the rights either of small 
100 STRONG, DEATH AWAITS US TEMPLE ~WHERE DOES KNOW NOT- WAY WE GO -LOAD 5 # j|nations or of individuals; or, outside the 
—HAVEYOUNO. | |THERIVERGOTO INTHIS, |! 


- RK churches, even in Christian ideals. 
DIRECTION? / LIAVE FEARED = SS Col. T. H. Minshall, D.S.0. 


THE MACHINE. 
are only two advantages of the 
machine on the land—to save labour (which 
wxcept in an emergency like our own is an 
evil, not a good), and sometimes to circumvent 
the weather, but frequently at the expense of 
a haste contrary in grain to good husbandry. 
: When the machine not only becomes the 
enemy of quality and the pattern of social life, 
but forbids the peopling of the countryside in 
& period when the only radical solution of 
unemployment for modern states is war, then 
the mechanisation of agriculture is the road to 
chaos. 


WE ARE TRAPPED \ PLAN, MY SON ? 


H. J. Massingham. 


JUST JAKE aacsscucneseeses 


mee amo Te, a 

\/ BY GAD, [ AGREE N | —HE COMBINES THE WHAT !?—wy, YE BEETLE-BROWED 4 wo deca etween the two 

WITH 40; MRS. |) TRAITS OF A LILY | | Oy BULLWORT, YE BAINT FITTO, \\ | ine AieyheYe Poon 2 Period of cv eifed coun. 

GRANNITT. APART | \LIVERED, GROVELLING 18 BOOTS Hi, ‘ ci ‘ound i + and ugliest 
7; 18 BOOTS; tries cynicism has found its fullest and uglies 

FROM HAVING THE REPTILE WITH THE Gi expression. During these decades it became 

FIENDISH FACE OF \ \RUFFIANISM OF A : “smart” to question moral values. to “ debunk 

A GLUTTONOUS, SUB- ROGUE-RHINO, 

HUMAN CRIMINAL — THE SCHEMING 


THAT 8LACK-HEARTED, 

CLOVEN-HOOFED VIPER 

UPSTAIRS —THE HEART- 
LESS HYENA S 


everything, to rationalise brutality, to make 
excuses for horrors at home and abroad. 
Eric Johnston (Pres.. Chamber_of 
Commerce, U.S.A.). 
ERHAPS one cvuld justly charge that the 
suffering which has been imposed upon the 
people in all nations throughout the world is 
very largely due to our failure to accept and 
apply the principles of religion and to give 
wider, broader and more comprehensive aid to 
Christian teaching. : 
Wm. Green (Pres.. American 
Fedn. of Labour). 


’ BELIEVE ME, HE 
18 NAUGHT BUTA 


SHAMELESS, CROOKED, 
DRAM-DRINKIN? 
HOOLIGAN —A 
$LY AND SLIMY 

BLOT ON THE 
HUMAN RACES 


G Tabby on a glass table, is offered her 
OO morning milk 
Morning 
All communications to be addressed 
to: *Good Morning,”’ 
set C/o Press Division, 
4 } Admiralty, 

\ London, S.W.I. 


LUCKY 
POODLES! 


- Poodle-eye view of 


$s svelt Rita Johnson, 
M.G.M. star 


This Wales 


The rugged Nant Ffrancon Pass near Llyn Ogwen 


‘Butte milk can't ! 


‘And (from under the glass table), this 
was all that was visible of Tabby 


**But | should 
weep! ” 


O.K. | know it’s a hot day! Why don’t you strip, like me? 
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